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terror to which he had been so often subjected. The National
Socialists' persecution of Jews and Marxists had already begun,
but it was sporadic; there were the Communists, Socialist guards,
the denunciations of the clergy, and the police to divert their
attention. It was not yet impossible in Germany for a man to
get protection and justice, and the thought of the Reichswehr
in control made both seem more likely. With the parties more
or less bitterly all against him Schleicher enjoyed much more
popularity than many foreign observers were willing to admit.
But he knew it was a negative popularity; it lay with him to
turn it into a positive popularity and he felt that, given the con-
tinued support of authority, he could do so.
The hostility of the parties he could afford to neglect for none
of them dared do anything. The Communists were still under
the spell of their electoral victory, too triumphant even to organize
had their leadership tried to force organization upon them. The
National Socialists were quiescent; they confined themselves to
preaching undying hostility and to hinting at the dark deeds they
would do "after Christmas," It is affecting to see unlovely fanatics
failing to resist the holiday spirit. One political figure alone gave
him trouble. Hugenberg, who, seeing in the rift in the presidential
party the chance of another profitable split in the ranks of the
Right, was doing his best to widen it. But the gentlemen of the
Herrenklub also appeared imbued with the Christmas spirit and,
like Hitler, willing to wait.
And so a strange and momentous year dragged to its close.
All the achievements of ten years had crumbled away. Outside
the frontiers prosperity was slowly returning. Not that other
nations had not their problems and their crises; but they were
facing them; Germany was facing nothing; the whole state of
the land reminded visitors of the state of things in the summer
of 1918, a state of dull hope liable at any moment to topple into
the ruins of despair. The shadow of revolution, the revolution
of the desperate, was over the land, and no one knew from which
quarter it would come or who would swell its ranks. There was
literally political chaos tinder the appearance, still maintained, of
an ordered state^ and behind the political appearance an economic

